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TheTragedie 

Was it more pre:ions to me then it is now: 

Thinke you, but that 1 know our date fecure, 

I would be fo triumphant as I am i 

Stan, The Lords at Pomfret when they rode from London, 

Were iocund,and fuppolde their dates was fare, 

And they indeed had no caufe to midrud : 

But yet you fee how (bone the day ouercaft, 
Thisfodainefcabofrancourlmifdoubt, 

Pray Cod, I fay, I proue a needlede coward : 

But come my Lo: (hall we to the tower? 

Haft. I go : but day,heare you not the newes, 

This day tnofe men you talk: of, are beheaded. 

Sta.Thcy for their truth might better weare their heads. 
Then fome that haue accufde them weare their hat,.* 

But come my Lo; let vs away . Enter Haft. a I’urfiuanu 

Haft. Go you before.,! le follow prefcntly. 

Haft. Well met Ha dings, Low goes the world with thee? 

Pur. The better that it pleafe your Lo :to aske. 

Haft. I tell thee fellow tis better with me now, 

Then when I met thee lad where now we metre; 

Then was I going prifoner to the T ower, 

By the fagged ion of the Qucenes allies: 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) 

This day thofc enemies are put to death. 

And I in better date ihcn euer I was. 

Pur , God hold it to your hono rs good content. 

Haft. Gtzmcxcy Hadings,hold (pend thou tliat -.Hegiuet 

Pur. GodiisueyourLordlhip. (hmhtspurfe. 

Haft. What fir Iohnyottarc well met, (Enter a Prhft. 
I am beholdingto youforyour lad daiesexercile: 

Come the next fabactb,and I wili content you. He a *[- 
Enter ‘Buckingham^ (in his e are* 

Buc. How now Lo: Chamberlaine.what talking with a 
Your friends at Pomfret they do need the pried: (pneltp 

Your honour hath no fh;iuing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith and when 1 met this holy man, 

Thoie men you ta’ke of came into my mindc; 

\Vhaf,go you to the tower my Lord? 



of Richard the third. 

’Em. I do, but long I lhall not day, 

I (hall returne before your Lordfhip thence. 

Haft, Tis like enough, for I day dinner there. 

Hue. And (upper too, although thou knoweft it not: 
Gome (hall we go along? Exeunt, 

Enter Sir Richard Rathffe-ywitk the Lord Rtutrs , 
Grayed Vaughan fri/oners. 

Rati. Come bring forth the prifoners. 

Riu. Sir Richard Ratltffe let me tell thee this: 

To day (halt thou behold a fubied die, 

For truth, for auty,and for loyaltic. 

Gray. God keepe the Prince from all the packe of you: 
A knot you at e ofdamned bloudfuckers, 

Riu. O Pomfret, Pomfret, Oh thou bloudic prifon, 
Fafall and dominious to noble pecres. 

Within the guilty clofure of thy walls 
Richard thefecond here washackt to death: 

■ And for more llaunder to thy difmallfcule. 

We giue thee vpourguiltleffe blouds to drinke. 

Gray, Now Margarets curfe is falnevpon our heads : 

For danding by, when Richard dabd her fonne: 

A/«.Then curd (he Hadings.then curd fhe Buckingham 
Then curd (he Richard. Oh remember God, 

To hcarc her praiers for them as now for vs, 

And for my fid er,and her princely fonne: 

Re fatiffied deare God with our true blouds, 

Which as thou knowed vniuftiy mud be fpi'e. 

Rat, Come, come, di(patch,the limit of your lines is ouc, 
Riu. Come Gray, come Y aughan.U t vs all unbrace 
And take our lcaue vntill we meete in hcauen. Exeunt. 

Enter the Lords to Councell, 

Ha(t. My Lords, at once the caufe why we arc mer 3 
Is to determine of the coronation: 
in Gods name fay,whcn is this royal! day? 

Rue. Are all things fitting for that royall time ? 

J 5 island wants but nomination, , 

Tomonrowthen,! guefle a happic time. 

' vr ’ > knowes the Lord pro rettojs mind herein? 


-fi. 



10 


20 


30 


40 


50 


60 


70 


80 


90 100 110 120 130 140 150 160 170 180 190 200 210 220 230 240 250 260 270 280 290 300 


